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That none may now destroy Of that high Roman boy Whom Julius and Cleopatra saw their son True-born of sovereign seed. Foredoomed even thence to bleed, The stately grace of bright Csesarion,
The head unbent, the heart unbowed, That not the shadow of death could make less clear and proud.
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With gracious gods he communed, honouring thus
At once by service and similitude, Service devout and worship emulous
Of the same golden Muses once they wooed, The names and shades adored of all of us,
The nurslings of the brave world's earlier brood,